Travels in Two Democracies
all morning and to surge back and forth like a battle. Suddenly
the door of our room flew open and Ilya Petrovich burst in
with the Ugly Duchess in full pursuit. He dropped down in
our buggy armchair and went on protesting about something
while the big woman stood over him, insisting. Neither paid
the slightest attention to the people already in the room. But
very soon Ilya Petrovich sprang up again and rushed out, and
the Head Nurse rushed out after him. I laughed about it to the
green-eyed nurse. "What's the matter?" I asked. She took my
dictionary and showed me a word which was defined as mean-
ing "hurly-burly." "But what's it all about?" I asked. "Old!"
she answered, smiling serenely. "He's seventy-five and she's
fifty-five"
Not long after my conversation with this nurse in which
she had talked about Russia under the Tsar, I was gazing at
Ilya Petrovich as he stood in the doorway with his back to me.
He was evidently brooding about his cases, wondering what he
ought to do next or trying to remember something. His enor-
mous shoulders were rounded, his head drooped forward on his
chest, so that from behind one saw only his shoulders and the
gray bristling stubble of his crown. I had always thought of his
slumped-over carriage as being due to his age and his social
demotion j but now I reflected that he was one of the men who
had had science at the time when, as the nurse had told me, the
Tsar had kept science from the people. He had had science in
a feudal country where the implications of science for society
were dangerous to pursue and impossible to applyj he seemed
a crippled man. They had all been crippled men, even the
greatest of them, the old intellectuals and technicians who had
lived and worked in Russia. They had always had to keep their
heads down, and their position was always ambiguous. Now,
under the new regime, they were still compelled to keep down
their heads, and they were still not always sure which side they